across at us from the big table with piercing, baleful eyes.
(Or did we only imagine it?) A woman with dyed yellow
hair (perhaps his wife?) was in the big Nazi party every
evening, giggling incessantly. The dancing used to go on
to the music of a jaxz band in the bar next to the dining
room. We generally watched the merrymaking of the
triumphant Nazis from a corner of the reading-room,
which by that time of night was dark and empty, "His
Excellency" Ley, the celebrated orator, temperance
preacher, and moralist, used to drink a huge bottle of
heavy Capri wine, and then, despite his shapeless body
and short legs, he would dance, with the agility and
fancy figures of a suburban Paris gigolo, with the yellow-
haired woman, pawing her as he did so. Once he danced
her into the dark reading-room, close to the dark corner
from which we were peeping out at the jolly Nazis.

We were scared to death. But Mis Excellency never
noticed us at all. After a brief struggle he pressed a long
kiss to the lips of the yellow-haired woman. She lightly
slapped his face, and 1 lis Excellency, laughing, danced
her back into the bar. No one saw it except the two of us.
Immediately after the war Ley committed suicide. We
saw it in the papers in New York,

"Remember when Ley kissed the yellow-haired woman
in the dark?"

o

In the spring of 1939, the year the war broke out, we
were in Paris to pick up my Carte (Tldentit^ the perwtis
de sejoifr for three years, which 1 had been fighting more
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kindly, and left, We agreed that thet deal of
